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which I was occupying. , . . And when the bus was doing
seventy-eight she had sprung at the driver and caught
him by the arm. . . . But no, that was another journey,
I must have been asleep after all. ... So perhaps I shall
never again see Eutaw Avenue and the fountains and the
lawns and flowers and the white marble steps going up
to the stoops. . . , And the thick trees under which we
young men used to stray and hum: "Baltimore girls, come
out to-night" ... or quote under our breaths: "Was this
the face that launched a thousand ships? . . . Tempipassati,
Tempi passati!"
§
But heavens! Here are a hundred thousand fezzes against
tens of hundreds of white marble pillars. * . . No, I am
not mad. . . . There are a hundred thousand men in
fezzes in Washington to-night. Just that. . . .
And here on the hotel steps are the patient New Yorker
who3 choosing the better portion . .- . No, that's not right.
I am mixing in yet another journey. . . . Anyhow, the
patient New Yorker came on by train this morning and now
is standing, the long figure full of some irrepressible emotion,
beside the marchioness-petiteness of Isa Glenn. . . . And
that Parisian ex-expatriate comes running down the steps
and, making it impossible for me properly to thank Mr.
Dieters, exclaims in a voice trembling with as it were white
passion:
"I've found a place where one eats. . . . Isa has taken
me to a place where one eats more than passably. . , ."
Miss Glenn says:
"Fordie, how thin you've got."
"I don't mean to say," the New Yorker continues, "that
it's as good as D	's at the Gare de 1'Est. Certainly it's
not as good as the Pre aux Clercs at Dijon. . . . But you
remember that place near the Hotel de Ville at Brussels
where we ate so exquisitely that night. . . . Well, it's as
good as that* ... A little—just the shadow of a shade
on the heavy side , . * But , . ."
And that usually staid person raised his hand, with the

